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Should Have Listened 


Author's Notes: 
[| wanted to get this first chapter posted before Ficmas. If the second and third chapters are already added, 
then this is finished as is. Otherwise, there might be a bit of tidying up in the future~!] 


The scene setting will be important in a future chapter. | can assure you, this #will* be a ‘Christmas’ story in 
the end~! 

And don't worry, the story *does* have a happy ending! 

Maybe its a bit cheesy and leans on a few tropes, but I'm happy with it. Besides, what Christmas special isn't 
a bit cheesy or trope-y? 

Its very dialogue heavy, but it needed to be in order to work. 


Originally this was meant to take place during the recording for Quadrophenia, but | decided John and Pete 
working on something together would be more interesting and provided more opportunities for conflict. 


[Especially since from what | know, Pete rarely ever co-wrote anything. But Jae can correct me on that if 


needed~ | 


| love the Nickelback album ‘Here and Now’ so much and the opening track, ‘This Means War', didn't have to go 
that fucking hard, but it did In my first draft | used every lyric from the song, but the finished product cut 
quite a bit of it out. 


Merry Ficmas, Jae~! 


John wanted to spend Christmas with his bandmates for a change. Perhaps it was selfish to not want to be at 
home with his mum, wife, and son, but he longed for the old days before married life, when they could stay 
up all night, drink until they could barely see straight, and smoke until the room became a foggy mess. 


No worries, no cares, no wives, no children, no responsibilities, and nothing to tie them down. 


It had been silently agreed upon that specific chapter of their lives was closed and could only be experienced 


again through memories. 


Even during their tours it didn't feel the same. Maybe they were far away from all of their responsibilities, 
but there was always that nagging little voice within the back of their heads that was a reminder of what 


waited for them at home. Living recklessly now had serious consequences 


On the final night of the Quadrophenia tour John decided he would speak up, voice his thoughts, and propose an 
idea. The tour ended early into December. There was nothing stopping them from putting off their final flight 
home. Why not stay in Colorado for a few days? Maybe even a week or two? Keith had always wanted to see 


the Rocky Mountains, now was their chance. 


He knew Keith would eagerly agree and Pete would be interested, but it surprised him that Roger, the most 
‘straight edged' of them, agreed. 


It was meant to be relaxing and stress free. But, of course, something had to prevent that from happening. 
And this time, that something was more of a someone. 

For as much as John loved Pete, the skinny bastard was working his last fucking nerve. 

Much like the old days, John had eagerly come to Pete with the intent to revive an old project they had been 
slowly picking away at whenever they had more than a spare moment together. Nearly two weeks would give 
them quite a bit of time to make progress! 

In the past, the project had always failed as Pete decided anything he wrote would be better suited for either 


The Who or a future solo album. Although that hurt quite a bit, John accepted it and had done the same with 


his own material. „although more often than not, anything he completed was rejected for a Who album. 


Pete would dare to defend himself by claiming it was ‘too good for The Who' and should instead be part of his 
solo work. It was the most polite go fuck yourself he had ever received. 


Over the years, as John improved both his lyric writing and musical talents, Pete's rejections had become 
more to the point and sharp. While the words hurt quite a bit, it was the non-verbal reactions that stung the 
most. Whether it was from intimidation or true dislike for his own personal style, John did not know. He hoped 
it was intimidation. 


John had repeatedly made up excuses for Pete's harsh reactions to his work all throughout their friendship. 
But now that they had nearly two weeks together with no interruptions, he was slowly coming to the 
realisation that it might be the deliberate actions of an extreme control freak. or Pete might be an abusive 
asshole and John had been wearing rose tinted glasses their entire relationship. He was leaning toward the 


former, rather than the latter. 

The longer this went on, the worse it would become, no doubt. But, what should he do? 

A face-to-face conversation would not work, that had been proven countless times before. Pete had a nasty 
habit of interrupting and shutting the other person down before they could even get to their point. John was 


quite aware of this and well acquainted. But, a letter just might work... 


Maybe he could refuse reading it, but he couldn't refuse accepting it. And John knew Pete's curiosity would 
eventually lead him to opening it. 


After gathering his thoughts, John put together a long, well thought out letter explaining why he felt the way 
he did, and what he wished Pete would do to remedy that. Not just with the collaboration, but with the band 
and even with their normal day-to-day lives. 

John had brought the beautiful leather bound journal into the kitchen area where his guitarist had been 
reading some Stephen King novel and placed it upon the table. Pete hadn't even looked up, simply giving a flick of 


his wrist in a ‘shoo' motion and a curt, condescending no’ 


Rather than quietly walking away as usual to drown his frustration in alcohol or take it out on Keith within the 
bedroom, John had stood his ground. "Don't | matter to you?" 


"Mmhh... of course you do." 
"Then prove it 
"What do you want me to do?" 


John gave a heavy sigh. "Give me more control, accept more of my songs and let me sing them. Not just for 


our new project, but in the band, too. Please.” 


"You get to sing." And still, Pete sounded disinterested, eyes glued to the book. 


"No, | want to sing /ead On more than just this one track you finally agreed to. And | don’t want Roger to sing 
my stuff. Not this project, or ever again" 


It was like talking to a god damn wall. Just ‘round and ‘round they were going, with John getting nowhere fast. 
He had already stooped to begging, and at one point actually considered getting on his knees. 


| want to sing lead. Just on my own stuff," John repeated himself, more forcefully this time. "I'm tired of 


this." 


| can't help it. The fans won't recognize your voice, and they likely won't buy or enjoy our record. Besides, 
your voice is much better suited for your solo career." And yet a-fucking-gain Pete didn't look up. "H's just 
the way it is, you know that. We've had this conversation before, and its getting old” 


“This isn't fair!" John prided himself on being calm and level headed when he was upset, but was nearing his 
goddamn limit. "Maybe they would recognize and enjoy my voice if you gave me more than just a fraction of 


vocal time every other album" 


"Life's not fair, John" The tone Pete offered was calm and dismissive, with just a hint of condescension added 


for extra flavour. "The sooner you realise that, the better off you'll be." 


"| don't care! Things are supposed to be equal, whether it's just you and me or the entire band. Its not fair if 


only you and Roger get the spotlight for vocals. Keith really doesn't like it either, y'know." 


"You know that's nonsense," Pete chuckled as he turned a page. "Keith's lyrics are shit, his voice is terrible, and 


he barely knows how to write down what he's playing.’ 


John cringed at the thought of having to insult his unofficial other half just to make Pete happy and keep the 
conversation going. "Yeah, okay. That might be so, but I'm classically trained. | can sing better than Roger, and 
he knows it, and so do you. And don't forget that I'm multi-talented" It was the same argument John had given 
a thousand times before, nearly word-for-word. And every goddamn time Pete had something to shut him 
down with. 


"There's no room in rock for your brass instruments, you know that." Pete still hadn't looked up, but he did 
give John a quick glance out from the corner of his eye. He simply couldn't resist; the attention was addicting 
and John was so cute when he was angry. 


"You say that, but ‘Tommy’ wouldn't have been shit without me, and neither would ‘Quadrophenia’. You ain't 
gonna get a better horn player than me, and you fucking know it" John knew he had Pete backed into a corner 
now. The argument could go in his favour if he played his cards right and kept his cool. Pete would never go 


down easy, but at least he had a chance. 


"Well... | guess you've got me there.” This normally was where it would end, he would give in and agree to 
whatever John wanted. But this time Pete wanted to see just how far he could push him. Would he give up? 
Would he cry? Curiosity killed the cat, but satisfaction brought it back. 


‘I'm afraid | can't really make any proper decisions right now," Pete said flatly as he turned to another page. "In 
the morning you can bring me whatever you simply must have on our record, and I'll give a final verdict then" 


He made an effort to sound even more disinterested and bored than he had just moments before. 


John had tried to keep his cool, but that was his breaking point. If the bastard wouldn't look up on his own, 
then he would just have to make him. With one quick swipe he knocked the heavy book off the table. "Look at 
me when I'm fucking talking to you!" 


Well, that was new. Pete gifted his attention to his seething bassist, watching curiously. Anybody else might've 
been frightened, but Pete was not. Their arguments -- whether they be about John's contributions or not -- 
had all ended with the bassist leaving the vicinity, slamming the door behind himself when applicable. Never had 
he lashed out physically. 


If you even tried to write something that wasn't only for yourself, we wouldn't be having this conversation, 


now would we, John?" Pete leaned back in his chair, arms crossed over his chest. 


"Oh? Like that's not what your shit is?" John hissed. "You're treating this project as just a free solo album for 
you. Same as you do with our band" Now that he had started, he wasn't sure he would be able to stop. "Or 
should | say your band?" John could see Pete wanted to speak, and so he quickly cut him off with a sharp ‘no! 


"Is the god damned Pete fuckin’ Townshend show, just like always! Apparently | aint worth fuckin’ shit unless 
you need me for something!” And again he cut his bandmate off. If Pete wanted to have fun with talking over 
his conversation partner, then John would, too. "H's pretty fuckin’ sad you'll give Ronnie, Eric, and anyone else 


you've worked with more respect, even though I've been there for and supported you for much longer.” 


"And lemme tell you something. You need me a whole fuckin’ hell of a lot more than /need you." The tone with 
which John had used to place the emphasis was dripped with so much hatred and venom Ares himself 
might've been proud. "I'm quite happy with how my solo career is going, and | would have no problems walking 


away from you and your band." 


Pete quickly realised he might have pushed John just a bit too far. He couldn't remember the last time he had 
seen him thé upset. That didn't mean he wouldn't keep poking, just to see what might happen Was it a bad 
idea? Oh, yes. Very. But curiosity was a cruel, vile temptress. 


"That's bullshit and you know it. You're overreacting. Calm down." 


"Don't you dare tell me to calm down" It was at this point John would normally accept defeat and leave to ‘cool 


off. But no, not this time. He wasn't going to give his asshole of a guitarist the satisfaction he so clearly 


craved. 


‘Its always been this way, even when we were kids!" While he wasn't sure if he truly believed the accusation 
he had just made, John couldn't deny that he had definitely questioned himself several times when they were 
younger. ‘Why am | friends with somebody who doesn't always listen fo me or take my opinions seriously” and 
Why do I feel like Im the backup friend? ran through his head on more than just a few occasions. 


"Half the time you only called me over ‘cause either you were bored, wanted your ego stroked, or you were 
horny and wanted a quick way to get off. You knew I'd take any excuse to get away from Gordon!" As per 
usual John spit his step-father's name with as much venom as he could possibly muster. "Go on, admit I'm 


right. Or are you too ashamed and afraid to admit the truth?" 


Pete stood up quick enough to knock over his chair. He had a sinking feeling that this was finally the breaking 
point, and wanted a headstart to get away if John decided to turn things physical. "How dare you! You know | 


never once ‘used’ you. You're just making shit up for attention and sympathy." 


"Says the control freak who needs constant reassurance." Should he go further? Fuck it, why not. Pete decided 
to play shitty games, so now he was finally going to win the shitty grand prize in the form of a verbal kick to 
the balls. "| never wanted to work with you anyway. | only ever offered because | knew your fragile little ego 


needs constant stroking, and nobody else loves or cares about you enough to do it on command.” 


Just to add some icing onto the verbal ‘fuck you' cake, John dove deep down into the bottom of the barrel for 
one last shot. "You know people laugh at you behind your back when you go on about that ‘Lifehouse’ thing, 
right? Its never going to catch on, and its never going to work. Just give the fuck up already." 


Ouch That was an extremely low blow. Had it been anyone else, Pete might've slapped the fuck out of them. He 
wouldn't dream of trying to take on John physically, the bassist could easily snap him in half. But that didn't 


mean he couldn't fire back a bottom of the barrel low blow all his own. 


"You're just like Gordon You poke, you prod, you aggravate me until | lash out, then you go and tell everybody 
l'm sooo mean and soooo abusive." John had never spoken an ill word about him, and Pete knew it. But if John 


wanted to play dirty, then he'd go all out, guns blazing. 


Very few things truly upset John to the point of blind rage, but being compared to the demon in human flesh 
his mum had decided to marry fit the list perfectly. Pete had crossed a line he damn well knew existed. Maybe 
John did, too, but Pete had started this war years ago, and John was finally retaliating instead of being passive. 


It was so fucking tempting to slap the ever living fuck out of the little cunt standing in front of him, but John 
wasn't that type of person. While he had never raised his hand to anybody, he had definitely fantasised about 
it more than he would like to admit. Nine times out of ten those fantasies revolved around Pete, and more 


often than not those fantasies quickly took a very dark turn. 


However, that didn't mean he couldn't shove him. Which was exactly what John did. A full forced, two handed 
thrust to the middle of Pete's chest. 


The swift shove caused Pete to stumble backwards and fall right on his ass. From his spot on the floor John 
looked even larger and more intimidating than normal. The way he blocked out the light from the chandelier 


reminded him of a scene from some slasher flick Keith had convinced him to watch. 


"Get up so we can finish this. Fight me like a man, you fucking coward!" John surprised even himself with such 


a vile demand. He felt sick the moment the words had left him. 


Pete huffed from his spot on the floor. He didn't dare move, more from the refusal to follow orders, than 
from the fear of John taking a swing at him. "See? You really are like him. You hit me. You're no better" 
Shove, punch, slap, they were all the same in the end, weren't they. 


John stepped back away from his stubborn bandmate, to show he was giving up and no longer wanted to 
continue the fight. Should it continue, he was afraid he might actually draw blood. ..or say something that 


would cut even worse than a dagger to the stomach. 


Just to be sure that Pete wouldn't try to follow him in an attempt to get ‘revenge’, John gave a warning shot, 
much like a cobra flaring its hood. "You're very, very lucky I'm not as malevolent as you are. | could make your 
life hell if | so chose. You spill more than your drink when you're blackout drunk" And just to emphasise that 
he was finished, he left his guitarist with one more. "If shit doesn't change, /m gone." 


Pete, for a change, had no words. He normally would have tried to get in one last verbal gut punch, but he was 
truly stunned. Never had John left him feeling so raw, exposed, and bare. Never had he been forced to look at 


himself and question his every interaction with a single person. 


John had only three more words before he made his not-so-glamorous exit, slamming the door behind himself: 
‘this means war! 


| Like it Rough 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter could be considered ‘very dark’. There's some dub-con, and some not-so-nice stuff. 


It might be a bit cliche, but I'm happy with it~. 
| wanted to find another Nickelback song title or lyric, but Lady Gaga's ‘| Like it Rough’ was too perfect! 


This is going to be cleaned up after Ficmas, especially the grammar and strange quote marks. I've been using 
googledocs and it's been doing weird shit to my stories. | wanted to be sure | had at least two of the three 


chapters posted before the stories were revealed~! 


John paced the floor of his temporary bedroom like a caged big cat. He was fucking furious, and there was 
absolutely no safe outlet for his anger. 


Sleeping with Keith was his favourite way to unwind, but John didn't trust himself tonight. There was no doubt 
in his mind that Keith would enjoy every bit of the attention, but John didn't want to hurt someone to bring 
them pleasure. He wanted to hurt someone to satisfy himself And, currently, the only thing that would satisfy 


him was to feel his partner legitimately struggle underneath him, knowing for sure it wasnt a scene. 


John and Keith had played out countless rape scenes, but he always knew it was fake. Keith played the part 
very well and it was definitely convincing in the moment, but once the heat had died down, John could look back 


and identify every point Keith had let his character slip. 


Right at that very moment, John wanted that pain and fear to be legitimate. But, as much as he was craving 


it, he would never allow himself to do something so vile. 


John had enjoyed countless fantasies that left his partner a sobbing, bloody, beaten mess, though he would 
never admit it. Enough people already thought he was fucked up as it was. No need to give them even more of 


a reason to think so. 


In the past those fantasies had always starred some faceless man, no matter who had upset him to the point 
of desire to be sexually violent. Tonight, however, every thought that he dared to explore revolved solely 


around Pete. 


Later on John knew he would be disgusted with himself, as post nut clarity’ was most definitely real. But, for 


now, he was going to enjoy it. 


The shower was his preferred choice when indulging in dark, twisted fantasies. ‘Physically washing away guilt 
and bad thoughts’, was something John had heard the priest say when he still attended church. And even 


though he no longer believed most of what the old man preached, that, in specific, was still comforting. 
Once he was confident the bathroom lock actually worked, John stripped and started the water. As he waited 
for it to warm up, he allowed his thoughts to wander. He didn't want to spend too much time in the shower 


working himself up to the point where he could begin gratifying himself, just in case the hot water ran out 


early. There was nothing worse than being so close to coming, only for the water to ruin it. 


| shouldn't be surprised to see you, and yet | am." John stared down the skinny bastard that had just been 


pounding on his door. "You decided you want to ‘win’ this argument, then?" 
"Maybe." Pete's glare could've cut him in two. "You should be ashamed." 


‘Me? Ashamed?" John asked incredulously. "For what? For standing up for myself? For voicing my ‘opinions," he 
made air quotes. "For daring to finally put you in your fuckin’ place?" 


"For hitting me," Pete huffed, offended he needed to point out the obvious. 

"| didn't hit you. | shoved you. There's a fucking difference." 

For a change, Pete had nothing to offer. John could tell he was irritated that he wasn't ‘winning’ so easily. 
Normally John would have backed down and allowed his bandmate to have the victory he so desperately 
craved, but not tonight. 

No. Not tonight. Not ever again 

If you step one foot in here, you'll regret it," John warned. 

"That a challenge?" Pete leaned against the door frame, daring to test that threat. 

"Come any closer and you'll fucking regret it. | ain't playin’ with you." 

John had been polishing a dagger he had picked up from some litle antique store, when Pete decided it would 
be fun to try to knock the bedroom door off its hinges. How he hadn't yet seen it amused him to no end. The 
prick was normally so observant, nothing ever getting past him. 

The blade was meant to be a display piece, yet the edges were sharpened to a fine, dangerous point. John had 
never intended to use it, but couldn't deny that he had been curious as to just how much damage could be 


done with it. 


Even though Pete had not moved since the last warning, John decided he had, had enough. He took hold of 
Pete's collar and roughly pulled him into the bedroom. After shoved his more lithe bandmate up against the 


wall, he worked a knee between his thighs, pinning him down. 


"Tell me.." John held the edge of the dagger against Pete's throat, mere millimetres from making contact. Had 
he not been worried the annoying prick would squirm, he would've displayed the sharpness of the blade by 
shaving the five o'clock shadow he had found. "why | shouldn't slit your fuckin’ throat right here, right now. 


I've already made it loud and clear | don't need you or this band." 


Pete's shuddered breath, the only response he would receive, told John what he already knew. But the distinct 
hardness up against his thigh told him what his pretty guitarist would never admit. 


"Ohh, look," John acknowledged the erection pressing up against him. "Looks like the little cunt is enjoying himself 


and wants some more. How disgusting." 


"Now it all makes sense! You've been trying to piss me off so I'd finally lash out. Is that it? Just how long have 
you been wanting me to take one of my pretty knives to your equally pretty, perfect skin? How long have you 
been dying for me to cut you, make you bleed? | expect this from Keith." He had already indulged in knife play 


with his other half countless times, though never with something so sharp. "But never from you.” 


John delicately slid the dagger's edge along Pete's throat, the single motion fluid and slow. The slick blade left 


nothing worse than a nick from a shaving razor. Blood would bubble to the surface, but would not pour. 


"You're gonna do what | say, when | say. If you even dare to think about arguing, you're gonna become dog 
food. Am / clear?" The fearful affirmative sound John was rewarded with was so very satisfying. 


"Good" John pulled the dagger away, yet kept it within Pete's line of sight. The sheer terror within his eyes 


filled him with an overwhelming sadistic joy. 


‘lm going to sit down and you're going to make yourself useful. You will remain on the floor, where you belong. 
You are a filthy, nasty, disgusting and worthless animal and you'll be treated like one." John stepped away and 
made himself comfortable in an armchair near the vanity. "If, and only if you satisfy me, | won't turn you into 
my next display piece. We both know how pretty you would be in my trophy room.” He wiped away the stray 
droplets of blood from the otherwise pristine golden blade he held 


"Get over here," John snapped his blood slick fingers. To his amusement Pete was quick to obey, dropping to his 
knees and crawling over. Had they been playing out a scene, he would've complimented his bandmate for 


following the command so quickly. 


"Y'know." the bassist chuckled darkly, fingers idly running through his bandmate's pretty hair. "You look so 
much cuter when there's somethin’ in your mouth." The fear clouding Pete's otherwise intense eyes only 
fuelled John's arousal. To see him so uneasy was such a treat! "Unzip me. You even dare damage my clothing 


and | will not hesitate to break your hands." 


Pete had followed the command without hesitation. He had taken express care with pulling down the zipper and 
undoing the button for John's much too tight Levi's. His cock, already stiff and strangled within his boxers, was 
highlighted with just the smallest patch of precome. 


When Pete had placed a hand upon the sensitive erection, John's fingers tightened within the dark, messy hair 
and roughly pulled his pretty guitarists head back, exposing his throat. "Did | fucking say you could touch me?" 


"N-no--" Pete choked out, breath escaping as a shaky, forced sigh. 


"| did not give you permission to speak!" Without hesitation the bassist held the dagger to his bandmate's 
sensitive, hair-dusted flesh yet again. "I am not afraid to slit your throat," he hissed. "I am not afraid to kill 
you. You are worthless You mean nothing to mel" His fingers curled tighter within the dark, oily tresses, forcing 
Pete's head back to a degree that was no longer slightly uncomfortable, but now very painful. 


"IFs already fucking loud and clear /mean nothing to you This isn't a band. Its the god damned mother fuckin’ 
Pete Townshend show, and |. am. sick of. it" With each brief pause between words John pressed an edge of the 
blade into Pete's exposed collar bones, each resulting in another fresh rick, just as shallow as the first. Blood 


bubbled to the surface just as slow. 


"| wasn't fucking lying when | said l'm happy enough with my own solo career. | wasn't lying when | said | would 
leave your little band in a heartbeat. You need me more than /will ever need you." While he did not press the 


dagger against his bandmate's skin, John did make sure to keep within range, never once pulling too far away. 


"I am so fucking sick of my contributions being ignored. | am tired of Roger singing my songs. And | am fucking 
sick of you insisting our records won't sell if / sing because ‘the fans won't know its us: And l'm sick of you 
abandoning our collaboration" The blade glided along the dip just between Pete's collar bones. Not quite coming 


in contact with his neck, but much too close for comfort. 


‘I'm classically trained. l'm multi-talented. | can write music and lyrics, and I'm way more talented than Roger 
could ever hope to be. My range is wider, and | could easily replace him." John worked his leg between Pete's 
thighs, forcing the guitarists unwanted erection to press up against his knee. Moving away was no longer an 


option, unless Pete wanted to risk his balls getting checked. 


Or.. better yet.. you often seem to forget Roger is also a guitarist. If | kill you, he could replace your 
scrawny, bitchy little ass. I've got more than enough material hidden away for us to continue on for several 


records!" The thought had crossed his mind more times than John would care to admit. 


Pete's ragged breaths excited him, but the fear that never left those pretty, brilliantly blue eyes was even 


more thrilling! This was an experience John knew he would never forget. 


"Not to mention, the fans would /ove me as the head of the band, since unlike you, / actually Ake touring" Pete 
gave a pathetic groan, as if he wanted to argue, possibly even explain himself. Another quick tug of his hair 


shot that down real fucking quick. "I did not give you permission to be vocall That includes your annoying little 
whines and growls. Shut the fuck up!" 


For a change John was in complete control. Oh how nice it was to not to hear the little bastard try and worm 


his way out of an argument! And how wonderful it was to keep him from trying to back talk at all. 


"Let's not forget that | could easily make it look like suicide. God knows how many fuckin’ times you've broke 
down in tears like a child over this stupid Lifehouse’ thing that nobody cares about. You sound like a mad man 
when you go on about it. Everybody laughs at you behind your back. You're nothing but a joke to us all." 


An easy shot didn't mean it was fair. John knew this quite well. Pete, on the other hand, didn't seem to care 
when dealing his own shots, and had shown that countless times. John would've felt guilty for teasing Pete 
about his ‘baby’, but all's fair in love and war, right? 


As the one sided conversation went on, John had quickly taken notice that Pete's soft, rapid breaths were 
paired with the most subtle rocking of his hips. While some small part of him wanted to call the little prick out 
on it, John instead chose to indulge in a bit of experimentation Could he bring Pete to completion, just from 


humiliation? 


"You're pretty, but your personality makes you so very ugly." John removed the dagger, yet kept it within his 
bandmate's field of vision "You think you can get by on your looks, voice, and talent, but those don't matter 
much if you can't satisfy your partners." He didn't bother to hide the cruel smirk that crossed his features 


when Pete's shifted from confusion, realisation, then to anger in the span of mere moments. 


"Yeah, | know what you're thinking. | can see right through you, and.." John intentionally left his naturally dark 
companion hanging in suspense as he shifted his attention to the dagger for a moment, pretending to inspect it 


for dried blood. 


"| fucked your wife. Alison watched, too." John's attention fell upon Pete once more. "Actually, she eventually 
joined in! When we were younger, you drunkenly confessed you wanted to fuck them both at the same time. Do 
you remember that? Well, | got to that before you." John didn't allow Pete to get a word in, even though it 
was very clear he wanted to verbally fight back. 


‘Sorry to say, but your lady's a size queen. You won't be satisfying her any more." That shut the prick up real 
quick. Much to John's amusement, Pete gave a frustrated, lust hazed huff. His features were flushed, breath 
was even more ragged, and his hands, which were still free, were digging into his own Levi's. John would've 


praised him for his restraint, had it been a scene. 


Seeing this as the perfect time to shift gears for a moment, John became deadly serious. "That anger you 
feel, right now? The heartache, the uncertainty, the countless other feelings and thoughts that are all swirling 
together?" His grip on Pete's hair tightened yet again. "Hold on to it Remember if. Because that's how you make 


me feel. Not just every fucking god damned time you ignore, reject, and criticize my work.. but every time 


you've decided I'm your ‘back up' friend Every time you come to me for validation and praise, and then 
immediately fuck off without so much as a ‘thank you'." 


The arousal, which John could surprisingly still feel pressed against his knee, never wilted. In fact, he noticed it 
had only gotten harder. Pete was no longer discreetly grinding against him, but was now openly trying to satisfy 
himself. 


John felt generous, and so he decided to help his bandmate along. "Keith is easy to satisfy, but you can't even 
keep him happy. After you two fuck, he comes to me for seconds because you're so fucking inconsiderate and 


incompetent" 


That did it. Pete came with a low groan, and John felt his erection throbbing, despite both barriers of denim 


between them. 


"Hah!" John howled with laughter. "I knew you were a masochist and you had a secret love for humiliation, but 
| never knew it was this bad!" With more force than needed, he pushed his sex flushed bandmate away. "You 
are fucking disgusting” He had considered taking advantage of his pretty little mouth, but something so much 


more sadistic came to mind. 


In an instant John was pinning his pretty guitarist down. With practiced ease and surprisingly no accidents, he 
had used the dagger to fully expose his thin, pale form. He had shredded Keith's clothing countless times, and 
so John had been prepared, if Pete decided to put up a fight. Much to his surprise, he didn't. 


Once his bandmate's smooth, flawless chest and come slick groin was exposed, John slowly glided the tip of the 


golden blade along his perfect flesh to mimic a makeshift autopsy Y-incision. One line from each shoulder met 


in the middle, and glided down to the pubic bone. 


Each stroke was light, careful, and practised. No matter how angry he was, John would never cut with an 
intention to kill, even if he had verbally threatened. He had performed the same strokes with Keith countless 
times before, and so John knew what he was doing. although that had been with a much duller hunting knife, 
not a sharpened dagger. 


Blood would soon bubble to the surface, but much like the thin, delicate marks upon Pete's neck and collar 


bones, they would not pour or scar. Same as a paper cut, it would hurt more than bleed. 

"Give me three reasons | shouldn't cut this disgusting thing off," John demanded, free hand curled around his 
guitarists half-hard, come slick cock. "If you can't come up with three that are good enough, | can and will cut 
it off and leave you here to bleed out. | can worm my way out of a murder charge. And even if | can't, 
everybody knows rockstars never go to prison" 


Pete shuddered as John squeezed him. He was still so sensitive! "You.. you like being fucked by me." 


"Try again, bitch!" John's grip tightened. "Keith is much better at fucking me, and you know it" 


"You like edging me. Can't do that without a cock, can you." Pete's rhetorical question was sassy and confident. 


"Not completely true, but." had he not been feeling so generous, John might not have let the attitude pass. 


" acceptable.” 


When his guitarist did not immediately continue, John gave his now fully erect cock another firm squeeze. "Go 


on. You've got two more." 


"Fuck!" Pete hissed from the unexpected nails digging into him. Before he could be ‘punished’ again, he offered 
the first thing that had come to mind: "you like ruining me." 


"Mmhh... not acceptable." John's grip tightened even further, his perfect nails threatening to break the skin 
"You need to be more specific. You can do that, can't you? Usually you're so fuckin’ wordy, always explaining 
shit and elaborating, like you assume everybody else is beneath you." 


This, of course, would have earned John a harsh verbal backhand, had his manhood not quite literally been at 
risk "You get enjoyment out of my sexual misery. You find it amusing to watch as my come slowly drips out, 
while I'm begging you for more, to just touch me, to not leave me feeling metaphorically cold, alone and 
unwanted." That was the best way Pete could explain his experience with a ruined orgasm. "No satisfaction for 
me in any way, despite the physical evidence. You get off - in every way possible - when my orgasms are 


ruined." 


Ohh, how fun! That was a lengthy explanation John was very happy to recieve. "Good. But, you've still got one 
more" The frustrated growl he had received was returned with an amused hum. "You'd better think quick, or..." 


John once again held the dagger much too close to his bandmate's softly pulsing, precome leaking erection 


"You can't put me in chastity if | don't have a cock. You can't control me completely if you cut it off" John 
was the only person Pete didn't trust when it came to a chastity cage. After what he had heard from Keith, 


he feared being on the reciving end of John's spiteful, cruel streak. 


So, Pete had finally caught on that John wanted him to be selfless, for a change? Good John really didn't want 
to cut that pretty cock off without getting some use out of it one final time. 


"Very good! The stupid dog proved he can do a few tricks other than ‘speak’ and ‘stay’." Slowly John began to 
massage the still much too sensitive, flushed head. "You complain or make even a slight noise, and it's gone. You 


understand?" 


Pete was quick to nod, but a sharp hiss followed as John roughly pinched the delicate, sensitive flesh. 
Thankfully for him, the bassist was still feeling quite generous, and would give that frustrated vocalisation a 
pass. 


‘I'd love to take advantage of your pretty mouth, but | ain't that fuckin’ stupid. Instead, | think I'll fuck you." 
John chuckled as his bandmate's features immediately shifted to dread. 


"I can see the gears turning in your head.. the answer to your unasked question is no.” John got up for just a 
moment, fetching a bottle of lubricant conveniently placed upon the bedside table. 


‘| will not be preparing you. You can deal with the pain. You're a big boy, right? You might tear a little bit, but.. 
that's the price you pay for being a cunt to me for so fucking long" Ohh who was he kidding. There would be a 
lot of damage. The poor bastard probably wouldn't be able to sit down, lay, or even stand without pain for 
months. John wasn't ashamed to admit the very thought made him incredibly aroused. 


"No! Please, I'll do whatever you want!" Pete sounded desperate. Truly, really desperate for a change. The fear 


of losing his cock apparently was nothing, compared to having his asshole obliterated. John couldn't blame him. 


"Y'know, | really should keep to my promise, but." Again John’s thumb brushed along the hyper sensitive head 
of his bandmate's cock. "You drive quite a hard bargain. l'm still feeling generous, even though you really don't 
fuckin’ deserve it" The hand holding the dagger pulled away from the general vicinity of Pete's arousal. 


"You would do absolutely anything to keep me from wrecking your pretty little asshole beyond repair?" John 
not only put emphasis on the repeated word, he dragged it out slowly. 


"Anything!" Pete had practically shouted, desperation rising to a level John had personally never before seen, or 


heard. 


"| have an entire list of demands," John popped the lid for the bottle. "You follow them, all of them and I'll let 
you go with only limited preparation.. otherwise." With his free hand, he slowly pulled his boxers down far 


enough to expose himself. "You know exactly where this is going." 


"Yes! Anything! Absolutely anything For the rest of forever, if it means you won't--" Pete couldn't even 
complete the thought. Not that John could blame him. It truly was horrifying. 


"Mmhh.. good bitch. Be still, and be fucking quiet” John slicked his fingers up in the silky lubricant and roughly 
shoved two of them into his squirmy, whimpering guitarist. His fingers may have been slender and elegant for 
a man, but that wouldn't make them any easier to take. "When | decide I'm done with your preparation, | expect 


you to get on your hands and knees. Understand?" 


Despite his valiant effort to keep quiet, Pete was unable to avoid a soft, low groan when John intentionally 


pressed against his prostate. "Yes, Sir." 


Ohh, how fun! John hadn't even demanded the use of any honorifics, but Pete was trying to earn some bonus 
points, apparently. His attempt would not be rewarded or acknowledged verbally. It would, however, earn him 


another moment or two with his fingers. 


The moment they were removed, Pete had immediately taken on the demanded position -- ass up, head resting 


upon his folded arms. 


To John's amusement, Pete was still hard, cock slowly leaking a steady stream of precome. "Poor little slut.. too 
bad you like it. | was really hoping you wouldn't," he sighed as he slicked himself up. "Really hope you don't 
come, becouse if you do, | will get rid of your pretty cock for ruining the carpet. | don't want to pay a cleaning 


fee. 


"Before you dare say a word, there's a million other pretty boys that would love for me to edge, ruin, and 
force them to be chaste." As if trying to prove his point, John placed the dagger on the carpet. Still within his 
reach, but also within Pete's field of vision 


"You're not special. You really, really aren't. There are plenty of boys who are much more beautiful than you 
could ever hope to be, personality included" And with that, John had pushed in, all the way to the hilt. Ohh fuck. 
He had forgotten just how good penetration could feel. 


"Now that we've established just what you mean to me, and of how little value you have in my life." John dug 
his nails into his guitarists slim hips. "You need to keep quiet so | can think about Keith. | don't want to see or 
hear your disgusting, skinny, slutty ass. Understand?" 


"Y-yes Sir." Pete's response, even though it was stammered and consisted of only two words, held enough 
regret and shame to fill a book. 


Rather than feel any sort of pity or remorse for his own actions, John rewarded the response with a harsh, 
full handed, full force slap on his ass. "I said be quiet!" Any other time he would've let his partner adjust to his 
size, but here and now? No. Pete didn't fucking deserve it. 


"If you come, | swear to fucking god.. | will slit your god damned throat! Your poor, pathetic, little cunt of a 


wife won't miss you. No one would miss you. Ever. No one will remember you!" 


John came before his fantasy self, which was not a rare occurrence. His fantasy partner was often the one to 


finish first, but this time, neither did. 


He was quite sure that his own fantasies didn't play out like most people's. They tended to switch perspectives, 
and sometimes even focused solely on his partner's point of view. Why, he wasn't sure. It had been that way 
for as long as he could remember. John found himself surprised when he realised the fantasy had been almost 


entirely from his own point of view. 


Whenever Pete was the star of his private ‘show’, the guitarists side was usually the main focus. Knowing 
what his bandmate might have thought made it easier for John to enjoy. But this time.. the opposite was true. 
Not knowing exactly what he thought made it incredibly satisfying. 


John washed away the evidence of his solo session and finished his shower in silence. Normally he would have 
put on one of his favorite tapes before starting, but this time he wanted pure silence. It was strange to 
shower with no audio track aside from the ambient noise of the water. It made reflecting on his fantasy all 


the more awkward. 


Now that he was left alone with his thoughts and a clear mind, John realised he was still extremely upset. But, 
of course, there was nothing he could do. Pete was Pete, and he was a stubborn asshole. Surprisingly, he did 


not feel as guilty as he was expecting. Not for the argument, not for the horribly twisted fantasy. 


After he had finished his shower and exited the bathroom, John found Keith laying on their bed, spread out 


like one of his cats. 


‘Surprised to see you, figured you'd still be out with Roger." John picked up the towel he had draped above the 


radiator and wrapped it around himself. 


"Nah, we came back early ‘cause it started snowing again" Keith propped himself up on his elbows. "Pete seems 


pretty upset. You two get into it again?" 


"Yeah," John sighed. "Don't worry about it, though. Just the usual. He'll get over it soon enough and all will go 


back to normal." 


"| dunno.. he seemed more.. sad? | guess? than angry." When he realised John was going to brush his hair, 
Keith quickly got up and took over for him, settling them both down on the bed. "You know | won't willingly get 


involved, but if he asks me to talk to you for him, you know | can't say 'no'" 
"I know," John sighed. "I hope he won't. | don't want to see him. Not for a very long time, at least.” 


"You wanna talk about it?" Keith slowly ran the brush through John's long, dark, wet hair. "I'm always happy to 


listen." 


"Not really.. | appreciate the offer." The longer John allowed himself to be loved on by his other half, the more 
relaxed and less angry he felt. ".what do you wanna do after this? | think the pool is still open, same for the 


sauna." 


"Mmhh.." Keith hummed thoughtfully. "Honestly, | kinda wanna explore the basement. The couple next door said 
they heard its haunted! The owners are out for the next few days, so | can pick the lock without getting in 
trouble." 


John would've breathed a sigh of relief if it wouldn't have been suspicious. Wandering the halls and popular 
places within the building meant more chances to run into Pete. Sure, it might've been low, but there was stil 


a risk. "Sounds like fun. Doubt we'll find anything, but anything's possible, right?" 


"Yep!" Keith trilled happily. "You get dressed, I'm gonna go meet with them in the lounge area, where the 
fireplace is!" Before John could object, Keith was gone. 


Playing the role of the ‘adult of the group would be the perfect distraction, and John was eagerly going to 
take it. He just hoped the young twenty-somethings weren't as rowdy as Keith. 


